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STORY OF EARLY

throat, and before I knew the signif-
cance of the action, my hand elasped
s ¥ felt the grip of his fingers, and
saw his face turm toward me In the
dusk. Rarbean got to his Ceet, gun
in hand, and stogd shading his eyes
“I wonld like a closer view of that

“You mean the same
to. me back on the

1 faced him frankly, oy eyes
ing his, po shade of hesitation
volce. o
“Yes, monsienr, | mean
refused me before, but I ses Bo
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village youder™ be sald, “and will go | Do wrong In the suggestion.
down the bank a hundred yards or
0"

“‘Twill do no harm”™ retorned
D'Artigny, stil clasping my band.
“There ls time yet before we make
our venlure,”

He dsappeared In the shadows,
leaving us mlone, and I glanced nside

turning thelr own weoapons sgainst
them. [ have never healtated in my pur-

5

SYNOPSIS.
=

Adele s Chesnayne
France, s forced [nto
Commlssmliee Cassion, henchman
Governor La Barre, who la plotting o
oust La Balle and his garrison from Lhe
frontier Fort St Louwis, on the IlMnola
river. Adels had overhennl (hs plotters
say she haud (nherited a groat fortung
from her fatber and they had kept It
from her. La Barre and Oasnion learned
of the girl's knowladge—thus the mar-
rlage and the hurrled depurture of Cane
alot awl a cdmpany for Fort St. Louls
The bride refuses to share sleeping
quarters  with her husband. She has
bit one rriend, young Hene d°Artigny,
a guilde. He s chary of hwiping her
Chevel, the girl's uncle, vne of the par-
ty. s found mundered A fegfee mlorm
scatters and wrecks the boats, Adeln is
rescusd by IV Artdgny § ! thay
had  thought one

Chovel's murder
<cuer, Thoy hide from
with a new found fri i
eaed ovorlund townrd Fort S Louis,
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Madame Cassion owes her life
to D'Artigny. She is now in his
hands. She loves him. She has
a high sense of honor and obli-
gation. Wil her conscience
force her to go on to the fort,
where her husband is, and tell
him she thinks her real lover
may be a murderer—giving her
reason for the belief? In this
installment the author gives a
vivid portrayal of her dilemma
at the very time her life is in
grave danger.
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CHAPTER XV—Continued.

Madame Cassion, D'Artigny and
Barbeau are making their way in ca-
noe and on foot to Fort St. Louls.

1 was but a giel o years, excitement
wis sHIl to me a delight, and 1 hal
Hstened to 50 many !"II'II.IH”!',
wonderful, of this wliderness fortress
perched upon n rock. that my vivid
tmagination had weaved about it an
atmosgphere of marvel. The beiauty of
the view from fts paligades, the vast
concourse of Indlnng encamped on the
piaina below, and those men guarding
Ha safefy—the falthfal comrades of
La Balle In exploeations of the un-
known, De Tonty, Boitsrondet, and all
the others, hind long sinee become to
my mind lnenrnation romnntle
adventure, Wildernesg born, [ could
comprebend and appreciate their tolls
and dapgers, and my dreams centered
abont this great, lonely rock. on which
they had Tighed But the
end was oot vel,  Just below the con
faenee of the rivers there wns o ¥l
Inge of the Tamarons, and the prow
of our canoe tonched the baok, while
IMArtigny gmid a
tangle of

tnles,

th -
the ol

n home

ashoro
owsgrawing busghes, that he
might linve specch with some of 1l

steppind

warriors. and thus learn conditions at
the fort. With his foot on the boanok.
e turned lnughing, and held out
innd o me

hls

“Come, mudame,” he sald, pleasant
ly, “yon hive never seen n viljnge of
onr western tribes; It will
yon.*

Interest

I joined him gladly, my lmbs feel
ing awkward under me, from long
eramping In the boat, yet the climb
waa pot dificult, and he held haclk the
boughs lo give me easy pessage. Be-
yond the fringe of brosh thete was an
open epnce, bhut aa we reached (his,
both pnused. stricken dumb by horror
at the sight which met our view. The
gronnd before us wns strewn  with
dend, and mutiinted bodies, nnd whs
binck with ashes where the tepees hind
bean burned, and thele contents scat-
tered broadenst.

Never before had I seen such view
wf devastntion, of relentless;, savage
cruelty, and I gave utterance (o a sud-
den sob, and shrank back agninst
D Artigny's narm, bidlog my eyes with
my hand. He stood and stared, mo
tionlesn, breathing heavily, uncon-
aciously gripplng my arm.

“Mon Dien!" he burst forth, at Iast
“What meaneth this? Are the wolves
ngain locse In the valley?"

He drew me bnck, untll we were
both concealed behind a fringe of
jeaves, hin whole manner alert, every
instinet of the woodsmno lnstaotly
awnkened,

“Remain here hidden,”" he whis-
pered, “until T learn the truth; we
may face grave peril below."

He left me trembling and white-
lipped, yet 1 made no effort to re-
stralp him. The borror of those dead
Dbodies gripped me, but T would not
have him know the terror which held
me captive. With otmost caution he
erept forth, and 1 lay In the shndow
of the covert, watching his wmove-
ments, Body after body he ap
proached, seeking some vietim allve,
and #Yle to tell the story. But there
was nvone. At last he atood erect,
satinfled that oone beslde the dead
‘ware on that awfal spot, and came
Jback to me.

“Not one lives,” be sald soberly,
“‘apd there are men, women, and chil-
~lren . The story I8 ooe easily
told—an attack at daylight from the
woods yonder. Tlhere has been no
fighting: n massacre of the belpless
and unarmed.”

“PBut who 414 such deed of blood?

“"pin the work of the Iroquols; the
Avny they scalped tells that, and be-
wides | paw other signs”

- "The Iroquols,” 1 echoed Incredu-
lood, for that name was the terror of
“How came these sav-

E

r | hal? erazed with the shoek.”

The canoe rode close In under lb;-l
hank. Barbeau holding it with grasp
on & great root. He must have read
In onr faces some message of alarm,
tor he exclalmed before elther of us
eonid speak:

“What Is it—the Troguols™

“Yes; why did yon guess that?"

“[ have seen slgus for an hour past
which made me fear this might be
troe. That was why [ held the boat
sb ¢loge to the bank. The village has
been: attacked ™

“Ay, surprised and massacred: the
ground Iz coversd with the dead, and
thi tepees are burded. Moadame s

Rarbean took no bead, his eres
searee gloncing at me. so eager wis
he to learn details

“The fiends were In foree, then?

“"Their mocensin tracks were every
where, 1 could not be sure whore
they entered the villoge, but they left
by way of the Fox. 1 counted on the
sand the imprint of ten cances.'

“Deep and broad?™

“Arx, war bonts: 'tis likely some of
them wouald bold twenty warrlors; the
heasts are hore (o force.™

It wns all so still, so peaceful about
us that 1 felt daged, incapable of com-
prehending our great danger. The
river swept past, its waters murmur
Ing gently, and the wooded banks
wore cool and green. Not n soumd
nwoke the echoes, and the horror 1
had Jonst witnessed seemed nlmost n
dream

“Where are they now ™™ 1 questioned
fuintly “Have they gone back to
thelr own counntry ¥

“Small of
D*Artizny, we

that,”
would

hopa

or

answered
have met

The

Ground Before Us Was Strewn
With Dead,

with them before this, or other slgns
of their passage. They nre below,
either nt the fort, or planning attack
on the Indlan villages beyvond. What
think you, Barbeau?"

“l have never been here,” he sald
slowly, “so cannot tell what chance
the red devils might hnve against the
white men at Bt. Lonis. But they are
below ns on the river, no douht of
that, and engaged In some hell act, |
know the Iroquols, and how they con-
duet war. "Twill be well for us to
think it nil ont with care before we
venture farther. Come, D'Artigny,
tell me what you know—Iis the fort
one 1o be defended angnlnst Iroquols
ralders ™

“Ti strong: bullt on a high rock,
and approachible only at the rear.
Giiven time, they might starve the gar-
rison, or drive them mad with thirst,
ror I doubt if there be men enoogh
there to mnke sortle agnlnst a large
war party.”

“But the Indian allles—the
quinag?"

“One warwhoop of an Iroquols
waonld seatter them like sheep. They
are no fghters, snve under white lead-
ership, and "tis lHkely enongh thelr vil-
lages nre already lke this one yonder,
scenes of horror. 1 have seen all this
before, Barbeau, nnd this s uo mere
rald of a few scattered wnarriors, seek-
Ing adventure and scalps; 'tis an or
ganized war party. The Iroquols hiave
learned of the {ronble in New France,
of La Halle's abaence from thix valley;
they konow of the fow fAghting men at
the Roeck, and that De Tonty {8 no
longer In command. They are hern
to sweep the French out of this Iill-
nois country, and have glven no warn-
Ing. They surprised the Indlan vil-
lngea first, killed every Algonquin
they conld find, and are now besieging
the Rogk. And what have they to ap-
poge them? More than they thought,
po doubt, for Cassion and De In Du
rantaye must have reached there gafe-
1y, yet nt the best, the white defend.
orn will searcaly nomber fifty men,
and quarreling among themselves llke
mad dogs. There Is but one thing for
us to do, Barbeau—retch the fort.”

“Ay, but how? There will be death
pow, haunting us every foot of the
*u.u

D'Artiguy turned his head, and his
eyoea met mine guestioningly.

“There Is n pasnge 1 know,” he
sald gravely, “below the south banks
yonder, but there will be perll In it—
peril to which 1 dread to expose the
Indy."

longor

Algon-

CHAPTER XVI.

The Words of Love,

His cyes brightened. and his hand

sought mine.

“The splirit of the old days;

Barbeau”
“A La Chesnayne conld make no
other chelee™ he answersd loypall

“But we have no time to waste he
in compliment.
sage, you say?”

“Not a gafe one, yet a traill which
may still remain open, for it 18 Enown

to but few. Let us aboard, nand ¢ro

to the opposite shore, where we will
and make our Way

hide thet canoe,

theongh the forest. Once axfely afo

yonder, T will make my purpose clear

A dozen strokes landed us on the
Wil
drawn up, and concesled among the
bushies, while we descended a slight
declivity, and found ourselves In the
Here D'Ar

other ybank, where the canoe

sllence of n great wood.
tiguy prused to make
sense of directlon.

certain b

“1 will go forwurd slightly In nd-

vance,” ho sald, at Inst, evidently ha
Ing determined upon his course,
“And we will move slowly, and 1
nolgdlessly as possible,
ktows where the enemy are to be m

with in Indino campalgn, and we are
for Barbeau's

without arms,
gun,"
“1 retaln my plstol! 1 interrupte
“Of smnll value sinee Its Immersie
In the lake: us to myself. 1 must tro
to my knife.

except

waols, whlle Barbeau will guaed (b
rear, Are both ready?"

“Perhops It might be well to explain
snid
“Then [f we become sop-
arated, we could figure out the proper

more clearly what you propose™
the soldler,

Mirection to follow.”

“Not a bad thought, that.
rongh rond ahemd, heavily
and acrogs Diroken land,

It 1s

My route

almost directly wesf, except that we
bear sliglitly south to-keep well nway

the
words of a soldler's daughter, hey.

Yon know a safe pas-

No one ever

Madame, you will fol-
low me, but merely close enough to
make sure of your course through the

wooded,

at D'Artigny's face, my heart beating
fiercely.

“You did not like to hear me speak
as 1 did™ be questioned quietly.

“No," I answered honestly, “the
thonght startled me. If—If anythiog
happened to you, I—1 should be all
nlone.”

He bent lower, still grasping my
fingers, and seaking to compel my eyes
to meet his.

“Adele,”" he whispered, “why Is It
necessary for us to keep up this mas-
querade?™

“What mnsgnernde, monsieur ¥

“This pretense at mere friendship”
he Inslsted, “when we could serve
each other better by a frank coofes
slon of the truth. You love me—"

“Mongiour,” and 1 tried to draw my
hand away. "I am the wife of Fran-
cols Casslon"™

“1 eare nothing for that unholy al-
linnee, You are his only by form.
Do your know what thirt marringe has
cost me? Insnlts, ever slnce we Jeft
Qnebee. The coward knew 1 dare not
Iny hand upon him, beeause he swns
your husband, We would have crossed
steel n hundred times but for my
memory of youw. I could not K} the
cur, for to do so would separate us
forever. So' I bore hig taunts, his re-
vilings, hls curses, his orders that
wore Insnlta, You think It was ensy?
I am a woodsmpan, a leutenant of La
Salle, and It bas never befora been
my way to receive Insult without a
blow. We are not of that breed. Yet
1 bore it for your sake—why? Be-
cange [ loved you."

“0h, monsleqr!”

“'Ma nnught to the shome of elther
of us" he continued. now speaking
with o enlmness which held me stlent.
“And 1 wish yon to know the truth,
so far as I ean make It clear, This
has been In my mind for weeks, and
I pay it to you now as solemnly as
though 1 knelt before a father confes-
sor. You have been to me & memory
n | of inspiration ever since we first met
years ago at that convent In Quebec.
I dreamed of you In the wilderness, In
the eanog on the great river, and here
nt 8t. Louls. Never did voyageur go
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“You Make It a Trial Test"

truth-—the wenapons of a woman, love,
and jealousy: Monsieur, nm I to fight
thls fight alone?”

At firat 1 thought he would not ap-
gwer me, although his handgr!p tight-
ened, and his eyes looked down Into
mine, ng though he would read the
very Secret of my Neart,

HPerlinps 1 did not understand be
fore,” he sald at lost, “all that wns
involved in - your decislon, 1 must
know now the truth from your own
lips before 1 pledge myself.”

“Agk me what yon please; T am not
too proud to nnawer."

41 think there must be back of this
cholee of yours something more vital
than late, more fmpelling than re-
venge,"

“There

d.
]
st

1@

Is

is, monsleur."

from the river, 'Three leagues will | castward but I asked him to bring me “May 1 ask you what?" .
bring ns ta a small stream which | word from you, and ench one bore “¥og, monsienr, and I feel no shame
empties Into the 1llinols. There Is o | from me a message of greeting.'” in answerlog: 1 love you! Is that
falnt trall along its eastern bank, “I recelved none, monsleur.” enongh?"

which leads to the Rock, where it 1s *l know that: even Slenr de la Salle “Iuough! my sweethenrt—"

possible for one knowing the way to | falled to learn your dwelling place. “Hush!" 1 interrupted, “not now—
attuin the palisndes of the fort. If) Yet wlen he finally chose me as his | Barbeau returns yonder.”

we can atlaln this teall before dark

we can mike the remalnlng distance

by night. Here, let me show you
und be drew with a sharp stick

comride on thls last journey, while I
would have followed him gladly even
to death, the one hope which held me

SN LSRR AR R R I AL
What course do you think

n

to the herdshlps of the trall was the
chance thus glven of seeking you my-
pelf,

“You know the rest. 1 have made
the whole journey: 1 have borne ln.
snlt, the charge of ctime, merely that
I might remnin, and serve yon. Why
do I say thls? Boeeause tonight—If
we sieceed In getting through the In-
dlan llnes—1 shall be agaln among my
old comrades, and shall be no longer
n gervant to Francols Casslon. 1 shall
gtand before him a man, an equal,
rendy to prove mysell with the

hasty map on the ground. *“Now yon
understand ) i we bhecome separated,
keop  steadily  woestward  until  you
reach & stream fowing north.”

In this order we took up the march,
and ag 1T had nothing to bhear except a
blunket, which I twisted ubout my
shoulders, 1 found little diffculty in
followiug my leader. At first the uo-
derbrush wus heavy, and the gropnd
very hroken, so that oftentimes 1 lost
sight entlvely of D'Artigny, but as be
constantly broke branches to mark his

Adele would follow if ehe should
fearn that it Is Impossible to
g reach the fort?

(TO BH CONTINUED.)

g

Writer In Toledo Blade Comes Boldly
Forward With a Tribute to the
Fair Sex.

Toll o man thot tight belts cause

passage, and the sun served as guid-
ance, 1 had small diffculty In keeplog
To our right
masses of

the proper direction,
along the river appeared

nppendleltis and he loosens his belt
at once, remarks the Toledo Blade.
Warn lilm that stiff hats make the halr
fall out aud he earries hils hat in his

steel—"'

“No, monsleur,” T burst forth, "“that
must not be; for my sake you will not
qunrrel!”

isplated rock, and these we
closely, always In the shadow sand
gllence of great trees. Within half
an hour we had emerged from the re-
tarding underbrush, and came out into
iwn apen wood, where the walking was
mueh easler,

The sun had oot eotirely disap-
peared when we emerged from the
dark wood shadows Itito o parrow,
grassy valley, through which flowed
4 slivery stream, not broad, but deep,
Assured that this must be the water
we sought, I sank to the ground, eager
for a moment’s rest, but [DVArtigny,
tireless still, moved back and forward
nlong the edge of the forest to assure
himself of the safety of our surround.
Ings, Barbesu Jolned bim, and gues.
tloned.

“We have renched the teall?”

“Ay, beside the shore yonder; see
you anything -of Indian tepees across
the stréatd to the left?”

“Below, there are wigwams
just o the edge of the grove. You
can see the outlines from here; but
1 make out np moving fignres.”

“Degerted then; the cowards have
rum awny. They could not bave been
attncked, or the tepees would have
been burned.”

“An Algonyuin village?

“Minmis. I had hoped we might
guin assistanes there, "but they have
either jolned the whites In the fort,
or are hidlag In the woods. "8 evi-
dent wo must aavé ourselves.”

“And how far Is ity

“To the fort? A league or two, and
u rongh cllmb st the farther ond
through the dark. We will walt here
untll after dusk, eat such food na we
tinve without fre, and rest up for o
bit of venturs. The next trip will
tedt us all, and madame s wonry
enough already.”

“An hoor will put me right” I sald,
smiling ut him, yet making no attempt
to rise. I haye been In o boat so
fong T have lost all strength in my
Hmbs."

“We feel that, all of us' cheerlly,
“bhut come, Barbésu, unprok, and let
us have what cheer wae can”

I know not when food wam ever
more woleome, although It was slmple
enough . to be sure—a Dbit of hard
erncker, and some Jerked deer ment,
wastied down by water from the
stroam—yot hunger sarved to make
these welcoms,  The loneliness and
perl] of our sitnation bhad tesdency to
keep un allent, although IV Artigny en-
deavored to cheor me with
spesch, and gave Barbean careful de-
scription of the trall leading to the
fort gate. [If sught happened to him,
we waore to press on untll we attained
shelter. The way in which the ‘words

skirted

there

sleur!
plain.
and the words bring me joy. Ay, 1 con.

wore mald brought a lump lnte my

“T"or your sake? You would have

me spare him7"

"Oh, why do you put it thus, mon-
It Is so bard for me to ex-
You sny you love me, and—

fess that. But do you not see that a

blow from your hand struck at Fran.
cols Cassion would separate us for-
ever?
#eok,
front longer, yet no open quarrel will
gerve to better our affalre,

Surely that is not the end you
I would not have you bear af-

Certainly

| Found Little Difeulty In Following
My Leader,

no clash of swords. Perhaps it can-
not be avolded, for Casslon may mno
insnlt you when be pees us together,
as to let his insolence go beyond re-
wtralnt. Buot 1 beg of you, monsieur,
to bold your hand, to restraln your
tempar—for my shke,”
“You make it n trinl, o test?™
“Yea—it Is n test. But, monalenr,
there 18 more Involved hore than mere
happiners.  You must be cleared of
the charge of and I must learn
truth of what caused my mar
Without these facts the future
| hold out no hope for efther
there 1s only oné way in which
end can be aecomplished—a con-
Ol_ll'l:? He knows
but way in which he
induced to talk"
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put on,
differedces between men and women,
You eannot seare 1 woman with any

everiasting ruln to them,

windows of the

thelr /steps  permanently.
ing nnmes,

en  thelr resistance to

ihink
They

a8 you would
ming of a gnat wore
well ready to abandon them. They
bured their necks to the wintry breezes
a8 If there wera no such thing, You
may be sure that the fur collars will

lonnble,

viee of the Cleveland doctor now urg-
Ing the discardiog of high heels be-
cause they make bow legs,

nervy than the male,

Mystery In Unclaimed Novel.
An “unclnfmed” novel 1s the latest
mystery of the London lterary world,
Some time Ao AN ANONYMOUS MADU-

lishing concern, which declded, In due
course, to publish the same.

author had not troubled to leave efther
name or address when he handed In
s ME Now all sorts of romantic
conjectures have been made in con-
nectlon with “Anonymous'" |dentity
and ultimate fate—without, naturally,
hurting the book's chances when It ap-
pears shortly.

Inadequats,

only two trains o day."”

“Oh, well, I should think that would
be enough to accgmmodate all the
who want to go there

“Yes, but how about the people who
want to get away?"

“Yos, as a worthless cub who de
sarved nothing"

Tos Much 8o,

*T wonder, now the militia troops
are gotting seasonoed, It they are mus-
tored out—" “Welll" “If they will
gt peppery :

hand until he can find o soft one to
This is one of the striklng

such threat. It must be centuries since
women were told that stnys would be
But s there
any decrease In the use of these ar-
ticles? None that is indicated by the |
dry goods stores.
Tight gkirts were bound to shorten |
Venecks |
would invite {l1s with the most terrify-
Fur collnrs would weak-
murderons
germs, But what did the women think |
of these cautionings? About as much |
of the hum-
the |
tight skirts untll they were blessed

not come off until they become unfash-

MORE NERVY THAN THE MALE

You may be equally sure e #
; | only N1l ». Thi F will
that women will be callous to the ad- | S & i iy osay. WEL SRR

The temale of the species Is more only a8 o wilter, nnd 1 sin not going to

seript was left with n prominent pub- | So Says Woman Celebrating Her Hun-

Upon |
Inquiry it was discovered that the|

A

“The train service at Beanville Is|
slmply atroclous,  Why, there are! Teshimingo county, Tennesseo, but has

WEALTHY WAITER

STICKS T0 J0B

WHY |

 WRITE LETTERS

|
Falls Heir to $50,000 Estate in| Te
Austria, But Continues

to Work.

Lydia E. Pinkham Medi-

Women who ore

noinel” *
£ Why do women write such lettera?
.In anywer we say that never have we
‘s fictitious letter or name.

i ——————

1l not now, m] " Ly t%
Foe:weagans which ot haa put it HAS HOST OF FRIENDS w&mﬁﬁ

Surprised at Number of People Who
Now Call Him by Name—GCould

ever, knowingly, bave we publishel
T an untruthtal lettor, or one without the
phn full snd m‘ consent of the Womsn

T wrote it.

New York—The story that Coesar 'h;b. i R & imin
knew the names of all his leglonaries tranalllm of the Write such
hns béen taken with some reserve. But hfu.lwlemnu to the L E. Pink~
the number he would have had to carcy Medicine Co. is that E. Pink-
in his head {8 small compared to that ham's Vegetable has brought
of the persons who bave demonstrated heslth and happinesa fnto-their lives,
the abllity since lust Wednesday to call onee burdened ﬁﬂl'ﬁllﬂllﬂm i
Sam Peristeln by name, Sam 18 hend 1t has relieved fr8m some of
waiter at a restayrant, in West Forty- | g . worst forma of fi 1lls, from dis-
first street, but he wos such before 168t | siesements  infl ulceration,
Wednesday, In fact, be had been all larities, n 3 wenkness,

that for some years,

Sam admits that quite some per-
wons hud known and called him by
his first name before Wednesdpy, He
supposed, however, that hls surname
wns as dark a secret as a 100-to-1 shot
in the sixth race, But sincs Wednes-
day he has found that more persons
can rattle off his full nnme than ever
before saluted him by any name in his
lite. He has discovered also that
many more persons are sollcitous
about his health and his family and
hiz unborn future than ever before
geemed to care a fig whether he hod
steak und potatoes or coflee and dough-

stomach troubles and from the blues,

1t is impossible for any woman who
is well and who 2
hos never suff
wradlx?!lzu;iw these

y U ng wo-.

m feel whei re-
stored to health;
their keen desire to
help ather women
who are suffering as
they did, B

Pew crities ever get what they are
entitled to in this busy world.

IMITATION 1S SINCEREST FLATTERY

i but lke counterfelt money the imita-
New Lap In His Life. tion has not the worth, of the original,
In short, last Wednesday, really | Insist on “La Creole” Hair Dressing—

it's the original, Darkens your halr in
the natural way, but contains no dye.
Price $1.00.—Adv,

muarked the beginning of a new lap in
“Sam's" life, In fuct, there Is some-
thing of a colncidence about it. For
on Wednesday Sam learned le had
fallen helr to a $50,000 estate in Aus-
trin, Incldentally, many of the per
sons who suddenly have discovered
that his name is a glib and dellente
morsel to roll around thelr tongues,
have confided to hlm as many different
ways to double and treble his legacy
Just ns easlly as skinning a banann.
Of coutse, they must de the skinning.
Sam learned that the wheel of for-
tune had rolled the good luck to him
from a Park row Iawyer, who was ap-
prised of the glnd tidings by a Vienna
attorney. The wheel was spun by his
unele, Capt. Franz von Diesedorf of
the Austrian army, who died recently
{from wounds recelved In battle: His
uncle's estate Is at pregent a milltary
ciimp, & large contingent of the Aus-
trlan army bivouncing there, But
Sam’s property rights nre intnet.
Stays on the Job.

“What am I golong to do? Why, stay
right here, of course.”

A woman Hkes to have people sy
thut she Is looking young and Is &
member of an old Tamily.

To Drive Out Malaria

And Build Up The System
Take the Old Standard GROVE'S
TASTELESS chill TONIC., You koow
whit yon are taking, as the formula is
printed on every label showing it W
Quinine and Iron in a tasteless form * The
Quinine drives out malaria, the Iron
builds up the system. 50 cenls

An old huchelor snys thnt the voeall-
zation nt a wedding s even more de-
pressing than the singing nt o funeral,

Important to Mothers
Examine carefully every bottle of

CABTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for

Infante and children, and dee thl_t it
Tears the

Signature of

In Use for Over 30 Years.

thousandth guestipner last night, That

I

That was the way Sam answered the

gets home,

Children Cry for F‘Ietgher's Cﬂtﬂm

¢ The married man who waits for the
owl car I8 surg to entch it when he

I s
Housework Isa Burden

It's hard enough to keep house if
In perfect henlth, but a woman who
15 wenk, tred and suffering from o
aching back hag o heavy burden,

Any woman In this condition has
good cause to suspect kidney trou-
ble, especially it the kidney action
seems  disordered,

Doan's Kidney Pllls have cured
thousnnds of suffering women. It's

the best recommended special kid-
ney remedy,

Mra Clara M.
Brasch, M0 N, 16th
Street, Lesington,

e Eny sl "My
kldneys were dis-
i ordered and my
B) system  wha filled
with wurle polson.
My hands, llmbs
and ankles ware
badly swollen and
I suffered £ r o m
sh nr& shootd

alns my held,

| often had to
Nothing broushe et matil
ugony.. 2 n; roug relief unt
took Doan's .‘Hﬁdnu{ Pills. They re-
stored mé to good health "
Got Doan's at Any Store, B0c a Bex

DOAN!S HIDNEY

“l Am a Waiter by Cholce and a Cap-
italist Only by Chance.”

PILLS
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y,

I8 the way he answered the first one,
and all the iotervening Information
seckers,

“I have been here since T was sov-
enteen years old," continued Sam. "1
nm o wolter by choles nnd o enpitallse

no difference to me. 1 probably shall
_l put some of it In civeulation, but I nm

' not golng to spend It In (dleness, lux-
ury or dissipation. T could be happy

let the Income-lax law cause me un
| inensy moment,"

TOBACCO , KEPT HER ALIVE

dredth Birthday by Smoking
a Pipe.

Washington, Ind.—Sarnh Eflen Den-
ny celebrated her hundredth birthday
anniversury the other duy. Sitting on
the porch of the home of her dnughier,
Mri, Duve Dove, smoking her old-
fushioned clay plpe, she spent the day 2 v
telling her friends of her early life, | ¥orsule '!:-WMM N 1

Hhe had used tobaceo sinee she was ? i m
sixteen yeurs old, and says she be-.J m'm “"mm'
Hoves tobacco (s what “kept ber alive."

Mrs. Denny was born June 8 1816, in

heen o resident of Washington  for
many years, #$he gets about without
the aid of o cane and does nol wear
glaspes, 8he hos traveled over twelve
difterent states, behind & team of oxen,
for the most part, .

- Lightning Hit Her Spectacies.

Fowler, Ind.—Mra: Ida Campbel, |
who llves near aoﬂrma. was Mftting |
on the porch at P 1
during n storm wm‘nm; W ;
her, melting tha rims her spee- |
‘tncles, and tearing her shogs from a
fegl. Mrs, Campbell was badly
and burned, but atiendiog ph
my

*




